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TO ARTHUR R .  GLEDHILL 

Harvard Univers i ty . 

717 Cambri dge St . ,  

Cambri dge , Mas s . ,  Jan . 10 1 892 

My Dear Art , --

It i s  now almo st midni ght , but I will drop you a 

line just to keep up our acquaintance . I t  has been so 

long since I have heard anything from you that it seems 

like wri t ing to a stranger .  But then , I gue ss  you you 

were the last one to write , so I had better not begin 

to ki ck . I am in agony when I have nothing to ki ck 

against--and some t ime s when I have . At pre sent I have 

a " whore son" complaint of s ome kind that i s  playing the 

very devil wi th my peace of mind and my avoirdup oi s  like ­

wi se . I t  i s  some thing like the grip mixed with the " old-fash­

i oned yellow j aundi cen of whi ch the venerable Giles  spoke in 

days  of yore when I was perhaps a little bigger fool than 

I am now . I am not sure on that point however . When my 

dear fri ends ask me what I am " studying for "  at Harvard 

and "what I propo se  to do lVIr . Robinson " , I say ,  " Go to . u, 

of dreaming where in I kill hundreds " in buck- · 

sai d Sir John the mendacious and pui s sant--

the Sir John who fought Hotspur " a  long hour by Shrewsbury 

clock'' and was pri cked in the rump by the j ovial Hal . 

,('Some thing) 
Sometime s I think of the time-we wasted so magnifi c ently 

during our term at the G . ·H .  S .  I know i t  i s  time to  

give over thinking of  such things , but you know it is  



[EAR-ARGledhill Jan 10/92-2 ] 

my nature to pi ck over any bone s and growl . I also  

have a faint visi on of  Cooper ' s  Virgil  and sundry fire s 

in the npine s0 • But tho s e  days are all over , and there 

i s  no use in calling them back . They will not come , and 

(g) what goo d  would i t  do if  they would? One c anno t  

always be  a callow s chool-boy be gging ten c ent s from hi s 

fri ends to buy a plug of  " che ck" ; no more can he always 

build fire s in the laboratory and smoke juvenile pip e s  wi th 

Sawyer , Moore & Gledhill . I c an almo st s e e  "Do c n  now 

pulling that new T .  D .  out from under the ve stry steps 

and waving it triumphantly in my face . " Gad , let ' s  have 

a smoke! , "  he sai d . That was some time ago , and poor Do c 

has had a hard t ime since then . I f  we ever see  him again 

--and I trust we shall--there will be a di fferenc e . I have 

b e en intending to  wri t e  him a lett er for the past two years , 

and i f  i t  were not so  late would do i t  now . As i t  i s , I 

will bring thi s affair to  a clo se , as my eye s:have an in-

clination to shut themse lve s in sleep , e t c . By the way , 

H CL 

how about that story you were going to wri t e  for your college 

pap er? If  you wri t e  i t , don ' t  forget to s end me a c opy . 

I have often thought o f  writing one for the Advocate , 

but have never suc ceeded in pinning myself down to the task . 

I do no t find a gre at deal o f  time for such diversion--My 

Engli sh and French are about all that I can well att end to . 

And I will say here that you nee d  not be  a damned bi t alarmed 
I 

as to  my mailing you French lett ers . I may have said thi s 
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before ,  but thi s  will d o  for further emphasi s . Well , go od 

night , and let me  hear from you whenever you see fi t to  
ct� 

s cratch o ff a line orAtwo to your uns e t tled  fri end in Cam-

bri gde . When I spell n twott with a double 1 1 on i t  i s  time to 

stop . 

S incerely , 

Robinson 
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